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“M APLE - HONEY - KID!"
Brian Boru Blaney
lear-4 from Pullman seat

%5 and thus addreased
bimself to the sombre orbs of light
becomingly aet In the features of the
very ncw Mrs. Blapey, that lady being
comfortably cushioned in Pullman sent

< 18
“Sugur-boy-dear!" responded the pre-

viously matter-of-fact Betsy. Then,

with a momentary lapse into sanity,
she whispered: “Brian, the whole car
is looking at us!"

Responsive lo the warning, Brian
made a sudden movement, and several
handfuls of rice glattered to the floor
fmom wvarious parts of his clothing.

“Darn that god-speed stuff!" he
grumbled, “The more I ses of rice the
worse 1 hate Japa.™

He removed his hat and shook there-
from a mintature hallstorm. The en-
tire car tittered—there was an excur-
sion of rather young Boston school-
ma'ama returning Trom San  Brumo.
Brian blushed to the roots of his au-
burn hair, then his cheeks wrinkled to
a brond prin His wns one of those
natures to whom publivity in any form

can never he guite distasteful

‘Finjoy voursclves, girla!’” he emiled,
buwing to kiz appreciative audienoe
On the fnpel of his cont hung a bright
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TCTRQTIFT. n CHROOST” In white
cafnntions, was the gift of the San
Bruno Tlouaste ' which organiza-
tion had accompanicd them to the sta-

tion with cnthuslasm, a brass band,
ind tho clty's surplus of ove rahioes,

Brian's salute to  the assembled
schoolma'ams was well recelved by all
save Notsy, who sut for soveral min-
utes with her eyes averted toward the
whirling landscape.

“gugar,’” she sald, at last, "I wish
you'd take thut thing'—pointing to the
Booster Button—"and put it in your
pocket, And I wish you'd give that"—
indicating the floral emblem—"to the
porter, It reminds me of an Elks' fu-
nperal™”

“Now, Candy-bag!" protested Brian,
in & bhurt tone, “we ain't ashwmed of
the home town, are we?"

“You bet we aren't!” agreed Betay
warmly. "And that's why I think it's
up o us not to muke the heme town
pidicnlons"

“Porter!” sald Brinn, with ona hand
beokoning the menial and the other
pointing out the floral emblem. *“Bear
swny the teibate!™

He slipped 1he booster bittton quietly
#INLO Dis pan ket,

“You old dandy thing!" Thus she
rewarded him. Heo sat awhile in un-
patural silence

“Funny!" he sald at inst ‘Thosa
are the very words Obrey O 'Malley
éald to me this momirg*

“What worda?™
“sDon't make the home town ridicn
jous, Y'know, whon the Boosters took
us Lo the train, C. W. Ketchum pullin®
my arm loose at the socket while Kit-
tenish Sig EldHtz poured 13 cents'
worth o' rice down my collar? Well,
old Obrey O'Malley led me aside for o
minute,

Unele Oba's ol mors  Soss

By WALLACE IRWIN
Ilfustrated by WILL B. JOHNSTONE

Exciting Adventures of a Pair of Newlyweds
Who Tried “Not to Be Hicks” in New York

in his upper right-hand *yclash than
Ketchum c¢an hire In hls whole office
force. ‘Brian.’ says Obrey, ‘you're go-
ing to see N'York for the first time,
It's a great big town full o' things &
young man can slip up on and fall
aver. 1 hope you won't think me lm-
pertinent, but 1 want w give you a
word of advice—don't be a hick.' "

“"What's a hick?' asked Betsy.

“A bhick's a dressed-up Rube out
hunting for a shell game” he defined
1. ""T've lved In N'York for forty
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years, O'Malley went on, *and I know
it from Wall 8treet Lo the Plazn. Take
t from me, It's up to the gtranger come-
Ing fresh from the clover to sing low,
because every lnhabltant of Manhnt-
tan Ialand has got the art of Ananclal
transgresslons down to u poisoned pel-
let, The graft Industry 18 over-
crowded there, and N'York would nat-
urally starve if it wasn't for the man
from home who comes piking down
Broadway with his check-book In his
band and a aprig of timothy over hia

~ THE BOOSTER’'S HONEYMOON

e, Lifclong practice ot the art of
bunk has made the N'Yurker so darned
ecanuy they can stenl your clothes,
ship you home in a borrowed nightie,
ond mike you think youw've had a good
tinie. 5o take an old man's tip, Whena
you come In slght of the Statue of
Liberty, step light, sing low; and, for
Gawsn sike, don't let "om know you're
e hick.,"™

“Maybe we'd better go to Niagars
Falls after all!" Betsy faltered,

“I mays to O'Malley,"” grian went on,
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